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dilating People; the moral-sublime of those Addresses to an
august Assembly, to a Patriot Restorer! Our Breton Cap-
tain of Federates kneels even, in a fit of enthusiasm, and
gives up his sword; he wet-eyed to a King wet-eyed. Poor
Louis! These, as he said afterwards, were among the bright
days of his life.

Reviews also there must be; royal Federate-reviews,
with King, Queen and tricolor Court In old rig on : at lowest,
if, as is too common, it rains, our Federate Volunteers will
file through the inner gateways, Royalty standing dry. Nay
there, should some stop occur, the beautifulest fingers in
France may take you softly by the lapelle, and, in mild
flute-voice, ask: "Monsieur, of what Province are youT
Happy he who can reply, chivalrously lowering his sword's
point, "Madame, from the Province your ancestors reigned
over." He that happy c Provincial Advocate/ now Provin-
cial Federate, shall be rewarded by a sun-smile, and such
melodious glad words addressed to a King: " Sire, these are
your faithful Lorrainers." Cheerier verily, in these holidays,
is, this 'skyblue faced with red' of a National Guardsman,
than the dull black and gray of a Provincial Advocate,
which in workdays one was used to. For the same thrice-
blessed Lorrainer shall, this evening, stand sentry at a
Queen's door; and feel that he could die a thousand deaths
for her: then again, at the outer gate, and even a third
time, she shall see him; nay he will make her do it; pre-
senting arms with emphasis, c making his musket jingle
again:' and in her salute there shall again be a sun-smile-,
and that little blonde-locked too hasty Dauphin shall be
admonished, " Salute, then, Monsieur; don't be impolite;"
and therewith she, like a bright Sky-wanderer or Planet
with her little Moon, issues forth peculiar,5

5 Narrative by a Lorraine Federate (given in Hist, Part: vi. 389-911*